
FREED AT LASTr
I

Happy Thought.
Mrs. Newed How does the break-

fast suit you, darling?
Newed It's Just right, sweetheart.

It may be rather plebeian, but Just th
ame I'm awfully fond of calf's liver.

Mrs. Newed So am I, dearest.
Don't you think it would pay us to
keep a calf? Then we could have
calf's liver every morning forA0

From the Awful Tortures of Kidney
Disease.

Mrs. Rachel Ivie, Henrietta, Texas,
ays: "I would be ungrateful If I did

not tell what Doan'a
Kidney Pills have
done for me. Fifteen
years kidney trouble
clung to me, my ex-

istence was one of
misery and for two
whole years I was un-

able to go out of the
house. My back ached all the time and
I was utterly weak, unable at times to
walk without assistance. Tbe kidney
secretions were very irregular. Doan's
Kidney Pills restored me to good
health, and I am able to do as much
work as the average woman, though
nearly eighty years old."

Remember the name Doan's. Sold
by all dealers. 50 cents a box. Foster-Milbur-

Co., Buffalo, N. Y.

HAD ONE GOOD POINT

Young Guest It seems to me that
you don't object to the mosquitoes
singing in your room.

Old Guest You bet I don't. Why,
when the mosquitoes are singing I
can't hear the glee club practicing on
tbe piazza.

He Bit.
e Commissioner Bingham of

New York said of graft at a recent
dinner:

"The grafter isn't so easily caught;
he isn't quite so naive as an old fellow
they used to tell about in Andover.

"This old fellow was suspected of
tampering with the church collections.
A couple of clumsy traps that were
Bet for him failed to work. Then one
day a young deacon walked past his
house leading a new horse.

" 'That's a fine horse, deacon,' the
old fellow shouted. 'Did you buy him
at the fair?'

" 'Yes,' said the deacon. Then, as
the other came nearer, he added:

"'I bought him with my pickings
out of the collection plate.'

"The old man looked horrified.
"'Good gracious!' he said. 'I've

often taken enough myself to buy a
bat or a pair of trousers; but, deacon,
In takin' enough to buy a horse ain't
ye committin' a positive sin!'"

And There Are Others.
The cook had been called away to a

sick sister, and so the newly wed mis-
tress 6f the. house undertook, with the
aid of the maid, to get the Sunday
luncheon. The little maid, who had
been struggling In the kitchen with a
coffee mill that would not work, con-

fessed that she hud forgotten to wash
the lettuca.

"Well, never mind, Pearl. Go on
with the coffee and I'll do it," said the
considerate mistress. "Where do they
keep the soap?"

Proper Love for Wife.
"When a man really loves his wife

he ought to combine all his nicest
sentiments toward other women Into
one big sentiment for her.

"He should show her the respect he
feels toward his mother, the polite-
ness be shows other women and the
responsibility he feels toward his sis-

ter.
"To all of that he should add the

great love he should feel for a wife."

FOOD QUESTION
Settled with Perfect Satisfaction by

a Dyspeptic.

It's not an easy matter to satisfy all
the members of the family at meal
time as every housewife knows.

And when tbe husband has dyspep-

sia and can't eat the simplest ordinary
food without causing trouble, the food
question becomes doubly annoying.

An Illinois woman writes:
"My husband's health was poor, he

had no appetite I could
get for him, it seemed.

"He was hardly able to work, was
taking medicine continually, and as
soon as he would feel better would go
to work again only to give up in a
few weeks. He suffered severely with
stomach trouble.

"Tired of everything I bad been able
to get for him to eat, one day seeing
an advertisement about Grape-Nut- I
got some and tried it for breakfast the
next morning.

"We all thought It was pretty good
although we had no Idea of using it
regularly. But when my husband came
home at night he asked for Grape-Nuts- .

"It was the same next day and I
had to get it right along, because when
we would get to tbe table the question,
'Have you any Grape-Nut- was a reg-
ular thing. So I began to buy it by
the dozen pkgs.

"My husband's health began to Im-

prove right along. I sometimes felt
offended when I'd make something I
thought he would like for a change,
and still hear the same old question,
Have you any Grape-Nuts-

"He got so veil that for the last
(wo years he has hardly lost a day
from his work, and we are still using
Grape-Nuts.- " Read the book, "The
Road to Wellvllle," in pkgs. "There s
a reason."

Ever rend the above letter? A new
one appears from time to time They

re genuine, true, and full ox human
Interest

"There's the devil to pay at my
house."

"Better go to church, then."
"Well, there's the preacher to pay."

Wasted.
"Johnny, did you have a good vaca-

tion at that little lake resort?"
"No, sir. Maw wouldn't let me go

wliumin', and she made me take a
cold bath every niornln'." Chicago
Tribune.

"The man you had playing Hamlet's
ghost did not suggest the supernat-
ural."

"No," answered Mr. fatormlngton
Barnes, frankly. "He suggested tbe
natural super."

The convention of the New Mexico
Firemen's Association and the annual
meeting of the Pecos Valley Press As-

sociation at Carlsbad closed on the 7th
inst. Twelve cities were represented
by delegates at the firemen's meet.
The next convention will be held at
Clovls. The new officers elected are:
P. D. McElrov, Las Vegas, president;
A M. Dettelbach, Santa Fe, secretary,
and E. P. Mackel, Vegas, treas-
urer. The firemen's tournament was
the most exciting event of the week.

The next meeting of the preBS asso-
ciation will also be at Clovis, the new
officers being: J. M. Wood of

president, and A. E. Curren ot
Clovis, secretary.

Inferred.
Visitor And do you find this k

Bketchlng a profitable pur-

suit?
The Comic Artist Oh, well, it JuHt

keeps tbe pot boiling.
Visitor So. Do you light the fire

with them, then?

Jokini on the Pole.
Said She Did you notice how frigid

Miss Uppson and Miss De Style were
toward each other at the recptlon to-

night?
Said He Yes; one would Imagine

they were rival discoverers of the
North pole.
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SYNOPSIS.

The story opens with the shipwreck of
the steamer on which Misa Genevieve
Leslie, an American heiress, Lord

an Knglishman, and Tom- Blake,
a brusque American, were passengers.
The three were tossed upon au uninhab-
ited island and were the only oneB not
drowned. Blake recovered from a drunk-
en stupor. Blake, shunned on the boat,
because of his roughness, became a hero
as preserver of the helpless pair. The
Englishman was suing for the hand of
Miss Leslie. Itlake started to swim hack
to the ship to recover what was left.
Blake returned safely. Winthrope wasted
his last match on a cigarette, for which
he was scored by Blake. Their first meal-wa-

a dead fish. The trio started a ten
mile hike for higher land. Thirst at-
tacked them. Blake was compelled to
carry Miss Tjeslle on account of weari- -
Eiess. He taunted Winthrope. They

the Jungle. That night was passed
roosting high In a tree. The next morn-
ing they descended to the open again.
All three constructed hats to shield them-
selves from the sun. They then feasted
on oocoanuts. the only procurable food.
Miss Leslie showed a liking for Blake,
fut detested his roughness. Led by Blake

established a home in some ctfrfs.
Blnke found a fresh water spring. Miss
Leslie faced an unpleasant situation.

CHAPTER VIM. Continued.

"They'll be dry In a day or two.
Say, Winthrope, you might fetch some
of those stones size of a ball. I used
to be a fancy pitcher when I was a
kid, and we might scare up a rabbit or
something."

"I play cricket myself. But these
stones "

"Better'n a gun, when yon haven't
got the gun. Come on. Well go in a
bunch, after all, in case I need stones."

With due consideration for Win- -

thrope's ankle not for Winthrope
Blake set so slow a pace that the half- -

mile's walk consumed over half an
hour, i But his smouldering Irritation
was soon quenched when they drew
near the green thicket at the foot of
the cleft In the almost deathlike
stillness of the sound
of trickling water came to their ears,
clear and musical.

"A spring!" shouted Blake. "I
guessed right look at those green
plants and grass; there's the channel
where It runs out in the sand and
dries up."

The others followed him eagerly as
he poshed in among the trees. They
saw no running water, for the tiny
irill that trickled down the ledges was
matted over with vines., But at the

"fuoj of the slope lay a pool, some ten
yarBs across, and overshadowed by the
surrounding trees. There was no
underbrush, and the ground was
trampled bare as a floor.

"By Jove," said Winthrope; "see the
tracks There must have been a drove
of sheep about."

"Deer, you mean," replied Blake,
bendlng to examine the deeper prints
tot the edge of the pool. "These uln't
isheep tracks. A lot of them are
(larger."

"Could you not uncover the brook ?"

tsked Miss Leslie. "It animals have
ueen drinking here, one would prefer
cleaner water."

"Sure," assented-Blake- . "If you're
game for a climb, and can wait a few
minutes, we'll get it out of the spring
Itself. We've got to go up anyway, to
get at our poultry yard!"

"Here's a place that looks like a
ipath," called Winthrope, who had cir-

cled about the edge of the pool to the
farther side.

Blake ran around beside him and
stared at the tunnel-lik- e passage which
wound np tbe limestone ledges be-

neath the overarching thickets.
"Odd place, is it not?" observed

Winthrope. "Looks like a fox run,
only larger, you know."

"Too low i for deer, though and
their hoofs would have cut up the
moss and fernB more. Let's get a
close look."

As he spoke, Blake stooped and
climbed a few yards up the trail to un
overhanging ledge, four or Ave feet
high. Where the trail ran up over
this break in the slope the stone was
bare of all vegetation. Blake laid his
club on the top of the ledge, and was
about to vault after It, when, directly
beneath his nose, he saw the print of
a great catlike paw, outlined in dried
mud. At tbe same instant a deep
growl came rumbling down the "fox
run." Without waiting for a second
warning, Blake drew his club to him,
and crept back down the trail. His
stealthy movements' and furtive back-
ward glances filled his companions
with vague terror. He himself was
hardly less alarmed.

"Get out of the trees Into the open!"
he exclaimed in a hoarse whisper, and
as they crept away, white with dread
of the unknown danger, he followed at
their heels, looking backward, his club
raised hi readiness to strike.
, pace clear of the trees, Winthrope

Miss Leslie by tbe hand and
broke into a run. In their terror they
paid bo heed to Blake's comniand to
stSto, They had darted off so unex-

pectedly that he did not overtake them
short of 100 yards.

"Hold on!" he said, gripping Win-

thrope roughly by the shoulder. "It's
safe enough befe, and you'll knock out
that blamed ankle."

"What ia.lt? What did you see?"
gasped Miss Leslie.

"Footprint,'.' mumbled Blake, ashamed
of his fright.

"A lion's?" cried Winthrope.
"Not so large 'bout the size of a

puma's. Must be a leopard's den up

"By morning I believe my ankle will
be in such shape that I could go back
for the string of cocoanuts which we
dropped on the beach."

"I'll go myself, else we'll
have no supper. Now we're getting
down to bedrock. If those nuts have
not been washed away by the tide,
we're fixed for and for two
meals, such as they are. But what
next? Even the rain pools will be
dried up by another day or so."

"Are not s good to eat?" In-

quired Miss Leslie.
"Some."
"Then, if only we could climb the

cliff might there not be another
place?"

"No; I've looked at both Bides.
What'B more, that spotted tomcat has
got a monopoly on our water supply.
The river may be fresh at low tide;
but we've got nothing to boil water
in, and such bayou stuff is just con
centrated malaria."

"Then we .must find water else-
where," responded Miss Leslie.
"Might we not succeed if we went on
to the other ridge?"

"That's the ticket You've got a
headpiece. Miss Jenny! It's too late
to start now. But first thing r

row I'll take a run down that way,
while you two lay around camp and
Bee if you can twist some sort of fish
line out of cocoanut fiber. By braid
ing your hair, Miss Jenny, you can
spare us your hair-pin- s for hooks.'

"But, Mr. Blake, I'm afraid I'd
rather you'd take us with you. With
that dreadful creature so near "

"Well, I don't know. Let's see your
feet?"

Miss Leslie glanced at him, and
thrust a slender foot from beneath her
skirt

"Um-- stocking torn; but those
slippers are tougber than I thought.
Most of the way will be good walking,
along the beach. We'll leave the fish.
ing to Pat er beg pardon Win!
With his ankle"

"By Jove, Blake, I'll chance the
ankle. Don't leave me behind.
give you my word, you'll not have to
lug me.'.'

"Oh, of course, Mr. Winthrope must
go with us!"

'"Fraid to go alone, eh?" demanded
Blake, frowning. .

His tone startled and offended her;
yet all he saw was a politely quizzical
lifting of her brows.

"Why should I be afraid, Mr.
Blake?" she asked.

Blake stared at her' moodily. But
when she met his gaze with a confid-
ing smile, he flushed and looked away.

"All right," he muttered; "we'll
move camp together. But don't ex-

pect me to pack his ludship, if we
draw a blank and have to trek back
without food or water."

CHAPTER IX.

The Leopards' Den.

HILE Blake made a success-- :

ful trip for the abandoned
cocoanuts, his companions

leveled the stones beneath the ledges
chosen by Winthrope, and gathered
enough dried along the talus
to soften the bard beds.

Soothed by the monotonous wash of
the sea among the rocks, even' Miss
Leslie slept well. Blake, who had in
sisted that she should retain his coat
was wakened by the chilliness pre-
ceding the dawn. Five minutes later
they started on their journey.

The starlight glimmered on the
waveB and shed a faint radiance over
the rocks. This and their knowledge
of the way enabled tbem to pick a
path along the foot of the cliff without
difficulty. Once on the beach, they
swung along at a smart gait. Invigor-
ated by the cool air.

Dawn found them half way to their
goal. Blake called a halt when the
first red streaks shot up the eastern
sky. All stood waiting until the quick-
ly following sun sprang forth from the
sea. Blake's first act was to glance
from one headland to the other, esti-
mating their relative distances. His
grunt of satisfaction was lost in

exclamation: "By Jove, look
at the cattle!"

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

The Public Eye.
In a little more we came to an open

space, very thronged.
"The Public Eye!" shouted-t-

he

megaphone man of our party.
There were some curious people

within tbe space, but even more curi-
ous were those Just outside.

Of these latter we thought certain
women especially interesting: they
were busily neglecting their families
In order to get into the Public Eye. A

pathos attached to another group ol
women who had been In the Public
Eye and could never be happy but ol
it, though they couldn't in the leas
tell why. - "

Positively funny were a few mei
who kept trying, by variety of rtrol
devices, to break Into the Public Eye

candidates!" our
megaphone man explained. Puck.

Down the Trail.

where down under the boarding-schoo- l

Btuif."
"What do you mean, sir?"
"Now, don't get huffy, please! It's

a question of think, not of putting on

airs. Here we are, worse off than the
people of the stone age. They had
fire and flint axes; we've got nothing
but our think tanks, and as to Hons
and leopards and that sort of thing,
it strikes me we've got about as many
on hand as they had."

"Then you and Mr. Winthrope
should immediately arm yourselves."

"How? But we'll leave that till
Inter. What else?"

The girl gazed at the surrounding
objects, her forehead wrinkled in the
effort at concentration. "We must
have water. Think how we suffered
yesterday! Then there is shelter from
wild beasts, and food, and "

"All right here under our hands, If
we had fire. Understand?"

"I understand about the water. You
would frighten the leopard away with
the fire; and if It would do that, It
would also keep away the other ani-

mals at night. But as for food, unless
we return for cocoanu's "

"Don't give it up! Keep your think-
er going on the side, while Pat tells
us our next move. Now that he's got
the fire sticks out of bis head "

"I say, Blake, I wish you would
drop that name. It is no harder to say
Winthrope."

"You're off, there," rejoined Blake.
"But look here, I'll make it Win, if
you figure out what we ought to do
next"

"Really, Blake, that would not be
half bad. They er they called me
Win at Harrow."

"That so? My English chum went
to Harrow Jimmy Scarbrldge."

"Lord James! your chum?"
"He started in like you, sort of top-

lofty. But he chummed all right aft-

er I took out a lot of his British starch
with a good walloping."

"Oh, really now, Blake, you can't
expect any one with brains to believe
that, you know!"

"No; I don't know, you know, and
I don't know If you've got any brains,
you know. Here's your chance to show
us. What's our next move?"

"Really, now, I have had no experi
ence in this sort of thing don't in-

terrupt, please! It seems to me that
our first concern is shelter for the
night. If we should return to your
tree nest, we should also be near the
cocoa palms."

"That's one side. Here's the other.
Bar to wade acrosB sharks and alli-

gators; then swampy ground ma-

laria, mosquitoes, thorn jungle. Guess
the hands of both of you are still
sore enough, by their look."

"If only I had a pot of cold cream!"
sighed Miss Leslie.

"If only I had a hunk of jerked
beef !"n echoed Blake.

"I say, why couldn't we chance it
for the night around on the seaward
face of the cliff?" asked Winthrope.
"I noticed a place where the ledges
overhang almost a cave. Do you
think it probable that any wild beast
would venture so close to the sea?"

"Can't say. Didn't see any track;
so we'll chance it for Next?"

Crept Back

there. I heard a growl, and thought It
about time to clear out.'"

"By Jove, we'd better withdraw
around the point!"

"Withdraw .your aunty! There's no
leopard going to tackle us out here In
open ground this time of day. The
sneaking tomcat! If only I had a
match, I'd show him how we smoke
rat holes."

"Mr. Winthrope spoke of rubbing
sticks to make fire," suggested Miss
Leslie.

"Make sweat, you mean. But we
may as well try it now, If we're going
to at all. The' sun's hot enough to fry
eggs. We'll go back to a shady place
and pick up sticks on the way."

Though there was shade under the
cliff within some 600 feet, they had
to go some distance to the nearest dry
wood a dead thornbush. Here they
gathered a quantity of branches, even
Miss Leslie volunteering to carry a
load.

All was thrown down in a heap near
the cliff, and Blake squatted beside it,
penknife in hand. Having selected the
dryest of the larger sticks, he bored a
hole in one side and dropped In a
pinch of powdered bark. Laying the
stick in the full glare of the sun, he
thrust a twig into the hole and began
to twirl it between his palms. This
movement he kept up for several min-
utes; but whether he was unable to
twirl the twig fast enough or whether
the right kind of wood or tinder was
lacking all his efforts failed to pro-

duce a spark.
Unwilling to accept the failure,

Winthrope insisted upon trying In
turn, and pride held him to the task
until he was drenched with sweat.
The result was the same.

"Told you so," Jeered Blake from
where he lay In the shade. "We'd
stand more chance cracking stones to
gether."

"But what shall we do now?" asked
Miss Leslie. "I am becoming very
tired of cocoanuta, and there seems to
be nothing else around here. Indeed,
I think this Is all such a waste of
time. If we had walked straight along
the shore thlB morning we might have
reached a town."

"We might, Miss Jenny, and then,
again, we mightn't. I happened to
overhaul the captain's chart Quill-man-

Mozambique that's all for hun-

dreds of miles. Towns on this coast
are about as thick as hen's-teeth.- "

"How about native villages?" de-

manded Winthrope.
"Oh, yes; maybe I'm fool enough to

go into a wild nigger town without
a gun. Maybe I didn't talk with fel-

lows down on the Rand."
"But what shall we do?" repeated

Miss Leslie, with a little frightened
catch In her voice. She was at last
beginning to realize what this rude
break In her sheltered, pampered life
might mean. "What shall we do? It's

it's absurd to think of having to
stay in this horrid country for weeks
or perhaps months unless some ship
comes for us!"

"Look here. Miss Leslie," answered
Blake, sharply yet not unkindly; "sup-

pose you Just sit back and use your
thinker a bit. If you're your daddy's
daughter, you've got brains some


